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This poster presentation Collects short essays by fall 2020 Effective 
Composition students. The authors share small moments they have 
experienced during the pandemic. This collection serves as a time 
capusle so that, years from now, others can understand what 
everyday life was like during COVId - 19.
A Drop of Light
Samantha Smith
There was no caution tape vandalizing my childhood joy. That’s the first thought I had 
wandering out of the overgrown field and into the mulch pit. I was pleasantly surprised by 
the lack of gaudy yellow strips I assumed would be woven into the equipment I spent my days 
on as a young child. It seemed peculiar, but playgrounds in recent months have become symbols 
of danger and contamination, stripped away of their whimsical childhood light. I sauntered 
over to “the snake” - a wobbly beam in the center of the schoolyard - and as carefree as I 
felt, I couldn’t ignore the eerie feeling crawling in my chest. The wood chips under my shoes 
snapped loudly with every step, the wind rustled the leaves, my breath a steady beat, in time 
with each step. It was a kind of empty quiet I’d never experienced. It was a ghost play town, 
a sight I’d never believed I’d see with my own eyes. Light’s off in the school, no one around 
but myself and the crickets singing along with the breeze.
I tapped the beam with my foot ever so gently, almost as if testing the waters, before I 
hauled myself up and began my journey. Arms out wide, I took one wobbly step, then another, 
the beam swaying lazily  beneath me. Another step and I almost swore I could hear children 
playing around me. Another step, a ball bouncing on the court. One more and I found myself in 
the middle of the beam. I turned to look out over the town, down the hills, past the 
warehouses and fields, to the trees and the mountains silhouetted in a soft pink sky.
I hopped down, mulch crunching beneath my sneakers, throwing specks of dirt onto the white 
canvas. I sat down and gripped the beam, the leather rough under my scaly palms, dry from the 
constant sanitizing necessary for the most basic human interaction, and I let myself breathe. 
Inhale the crisp evening air, exhale all the worries that have been collecting on my 
shoulders. Each breath, I felt a little lighter than before, so I looked out over the quiet 
little town and watched. I watched for any movement, any sign of life, anyone I can wave to 
from a distance, just to acknowledge another’s existence, or maybe so they can acknowledge 
mine.
I closed my eyes, and as a gust of wind whistled through the leaves, I swore I could hear 
children running around, giggles filling the empty silence. The balance beam wobbled as kids 
jumped on either side, and the breeze was from children rushing past, a high stakes game of 
tag in progress. The dribble of basketballs like a heartbeat behind me and sounds of 
conversations and laughter flooded the air with joyous cacophony. Light spread throughout my 
soul, the corners of my mouth drawing up into a toothy grin. Another gust of wind sent 
shivers down my spine, and wrapping my arms around my stomach; I realized my ears were empty. 
I opened my eyes, and it was gone. It was gone, and I was alone again, with only the crickets 
and the breeze drawing goosebumps on my arms, the darkness shrouding my soul and the weight 
of the world on my shoulders.
I can’t be alone. It feels so insignificant, overdramatic, but the sudden absence of human 
interaction strangled my soul with barbed wire and squeezed out every drop of light. Every 
day identical to the last, feeling useless and wandering aimlessly, my thoughts fighting to 
escape the dense fog swirling in my mind. I couldn’t stand being locked in my home, venturing 
out only to lock my smile behind a mask. It was torture, suffering from cabin fever, 
suffocating on stale air.
So instead of spending another night surrounded by pink walls, locked in my bubblegum prison, 
I ventured into the town, strolling carelessly until I found myself at this little 
playground, where I found that light I so desperately craved. As the street lamps flickered 
on, I resigned myself to the fact that it was time to find my way home. With a hefty sigh, I 
dragged myself back onto the beam, looking out over my sleepy little town once more. Arms 
lifeless by my side and head hanging low, I reluctantly retraced my steps, back to the 
present, back to the apocalyptic fairytale my life had become. I jumped off, relishing in one 
final moment of freedom before I left. 
The uncut grass tickled my shins as I exited the mulch pit, and, with the slightest glimmer 
of light in my eyes, I began my journey home. I paused, sparing one last glance at my 
desolate sanctuary, and a wistful smile flickered across my face as a teardrop escaped from 
my eye. My thumb lazily brushed my cheek, swiping it off, before I turned back to the path 
home. Clutching my drop of light for dear life, I walked on, my playground disappearing in 
the distance.




The highway was just as empty as the shelves in the toilet paper aisle at 
Walmart. It was only a week into lockdown when I was driving to work on 222 
in my usual hurry.
 I was booking it down the passing lane until I realized I was the only car 
on the road. Looking around I let my foot off the gas pedal, it seemed the 
world was at a stand-still. For the first time, I was able to fully 
appreciate the scenery around me. 
The tree line that surrounded the highway looked greener and the sky was a 
clearer blue. It was beautiful yet devastating coming to the realization of 
how much the earth would flourish if highways were empty more often.
I finally had a break from school for two weeks and work was slow due to the 
customer capacity limitations. I turned the volume up on my music, allowing 
Marina’s soothing voice to fill my ears. 
I sat back and took a breath, "I could get used to this" I thought to myself. 
I should’ve been careful with that thinking, though. 
A Step Backwards
Allyson Mosley
With every step backwards my heart broke more and more. The embodiment of 
joy and love was crawling towards me and instead of embracing him, I had to 
move away.
 
I was there for it all with my nephew, or so I thought I would be. From 
midnight feedings and 3am diaper changes to his first time sitting up, first 
time rolling over, first time trying real food and even his baptism. We are 
a big close italian family and he is the first baby since I was born. I sat 
across from my cousin and baby Bryan all masked up and farther than 6 feet 
on their deck. I never expected seeing his first time crawling to be so 
bitter sweet. COVID changed this moment for me.
He was quick, like the way the virus spreads. His big blue eyes glaring up at 
me with a smirk like no other, those thick thighs started zooming towards me. 
He was in a blue collared shirt with plaid shorts, which made him look so 
much older than the last time I saw him. It sounded like he was humming with 
happiness and giggled like he was showing off his new skill to me. I was so 
afraid that he would think I was rejecting him but I had no choice, I had to 
move away. I was stuck and helpless. There was nothing I could do but move 
away. My dad was an essential worker at the VA. It was agonizing and felt 
like such a tease.  
It turned into a game that taunted me. He would start to crawl toward me then 
my cousin would have to pull him back. It pulled at my heartstrings. I have 
never felt so close yet so far before. The only thought that was pushing my 
feet backwards is that he is still so little and a lifetime to give affection 
when it is safe. That moment ended with tears from not only him but me as 
well. He doesn’t understand why he can’t see me and it’s frustrating.
I will never forget feeling so disconnected from a person who I love. When I 
finally get to scoop him up into my arms will be the day I don’t have to 
protect him from my love.
Yesterday we had no wind of leaving class, and now . . . this. What if 
this really is the last day of high school? A sickness bad enough to 
have our education come to a screeching halt. School was out! We 
didn’t even shut down after catching fire last year.
I shook it all off. Am I the only person thinking too deeply into 
this? Because even though we’re in a pandemic that’s bad enough to 
shut down the country, it’s become a celebration in the halls. We’ve 
been left with one silver lining amidst the uncertainty:
Two weeks out.
I was smacked in the face by 
another paper—this time, 
someone’s biology notes. What if 
we have a test when we get back? 
They’ll surely regret acting as 
though this was The End of high 
school.
Although in the back of my mind, 




Papers were flying through the air like it was the last day of senior 
year. A hundred homework assignments, tests, and notes—the very chains 
holding us down every day for the past 12 years—scattered across the 
tile floor, hitting people in the faces.
No one cared. Even if it wasn’t the last day of school. Not really.
Just last period, we found out we’d be out for two weeks. Just two 
weeks, they said, which is just the amount of time for Christmas break. 
But students don’t throw papers right before Christmas break. This felt 
different. Scarier.
Everything was chaos. The halls were louder, students were running, and 
the confetti of papers were still raining down as they were kicked back 
up by the rushing students. Where was my sister? Probably on the bus 
already. At least I hoped she was—if this craziness could overwhelm me, 
what would it do to her?
Somber Senior Night
Emma Meakim
My cleats lay on my basement floor, unlaced and 
untouched for the last few weeks. My lacrosse stick 
is not in sight, and at this point, I honestly 
never think I will need it again. My uniform is 
folded and in a plastic bag next to me, ready to be 
picked up. It was never worn nor washed. Instead of 
being sticks-length away from my teammates, I am 
streets away from them. There are no balloons, no 
streamers, no posters and no pictures. There is no 
crowd of fans, no scoreboard, no win and no 
after-game celebration. The friends and family that 
are supposed to come support me have been 
quarantined in their houses; I haven’t seen them in 
weeks. There is no game at all, but I still feel 
like I have lost. 
I always imagined what my senior night lacrosse 
game would look like, but I never expected it to be 
like this. I never thought I would be opening up my 
laptop, instead of stepping out onto the field. 
This isn’t how it is supposed to be. I am supposed 
to be in my high school stadium with bleachers full 
of people and decorations. I am supposed to be 
high-fiving and hugging my teammates, celebrating 
goal after goal. 
As I click on the Zoom link that my coach has emailed me, the only light that 
is shining on me is the faint glow of my computer screen. I should be under 
my high school stadium’s lights right now. My stomach is in knots. I should 
be lacing my cleats right now. My heart is racing. My senior night lacrosse 
game should have been starting any minute. My head is hanging low with 
disappointment, as I proceed to type in the Zoom password.
Here I am, in my basement, alone. A night that I am supposed to be surrounded 
by people; I am all alone. A life that I am supposed to live surrounded by 
people; I am all alone. All I can think about is where I should be. 
My computer is connecting to the Zoom call, but I feel disconnected from my 
life and everyone in it. This Zoom call with my team will not be able to make 
up for the loss of my lacrosse senior night and the season as a whole. This 
wound will never heal.
Like The Sun
Athena Garrison
The floor was fairly busy, maybe about fifty voices bouncing back and forth within the 
aisles. I don't usually work Saturday afternoons, but I thought I'd make an exception for 
my last shift before returning back to campus. 
When you're an employee in a grocery store in a small town, you tend to see the same people 
over and over again. Sure, they're different in their own ways, but they always fall into a 
specific category. The old man who can't find his wife because he can't remember if she's 
looking for oatmeal or coffee. Moms with their kids, making sure their little hands don't 
touch many surfaces. The younger gentleman who refuses to wear a mask, even when it is 
mandated. Then there's the very small group of customers that you can't help but smile when 
you see them.
I usually see Mr. D on weeknights when he stops at the store before returning home. Seeing 
him on a Saturday afternoon in jeans and a t-shirt with his youngest daughter accompanying 
him certainly threw me off. Every time I see Mr. D, we have a very pleasant and casual 
conversation, be it one or five or even fifteen minutes long. 
 
I listened intently to his wise words, my own smile beaming behind my mask. My eyes burned 
fresh with misty tears; he knew exactly what to say, and I was silently grateful for that. I 
knew that I would remember his advice for the rest of my career. That day, he left with 
"Good luck and see you soon!" instead of the usual "Have a good night, Athena."
Many people had wished me luck with my second year of college due to the circumstances. It 
was different when Mr. D sent me off with my best. I knew it was truly genuine. I knew it 
was personal. During these challenging, uncharted times. Through all of the hardships and 
stress that my major brings forth. I look back on Mr. D and his insightful advice and 
endless support, smiling down on me with a father-daughter like pride behind his mask.
Instead of talking about how his Father's Day 
was, he questioned why I was leaving for the rest 
of the season with a hint of sadness in his eyes. 
He quickly congratulated me and inquired about my 
major. "Music education," I said, a wide and 
proud smile behind my cloth mask. I've never seen 
anyone light up as much as Mr. D did that day. 
He declared that I was certainly lying. After 
all, it's not often you meet a self-checkout 
clerk in a supermarket with the same obscure 
major as you.
We chatted like old friends, sharing fun college 
stories and goals and aspirations as a student. 
But then he offered advice with a hopeful glint 
in his eyes. The smile behind his mask reached 
his eyes and beamed down on me, much like the 
warm sun that Saturday afternoon. His words were 
also warm and only held the deepest intentions of 
care.
